CHAS.  BROWN COMES  TO ITALY.

bright conversation ; in turn, he was the invalid, and Keats-
was asleep below the violets under the old Roman wall.

"I got through the pleasantly tedious journey without similar attacks,
though I had to he very careful. I was more than once in peril. Thus,
soon after our start, we were stopped in the Pontine marshes by the
"breaking of a wheel, and had to stay about seven nocturnal hours in the
most deadly malaria. The air was heavy with a damp fog exuding from
rank vegetation and a poisonous soil, with a heavy vapour from the
neighbouring canal. In the latter, the largest toads I ever saw were
crawling up and down the banks in great numbers, most loathsome looking
creatures, at least- thirteen inches in length. We had to keep ourselves
awake by drinking tea, for sleep would have been fatal soon or late."

He returned in October, well in health, and having
accomplished a great quantity of work in pictures, studies
and sketches. In the early autumn he received from Charles
Brown the welcome news of the latter's arrival in Italy.

"Pisa,

" 5th Sept., 1822.
" MY PEAK SEVERN,

"Here I am, at last. I arrived here six days ago with my little
boy. In London I could not learn in what part of Italy you intended to
pass the summer, and one of my first questions with Leigh Hunt was
touching your present abode. He believes you to be at Naples, so at
Naples I address this letter. Yet I will not venture till I hear from you to
send three letters from Holmes, Ewing, and Eichards, which were entrusted
to my care. From Turin to Genoa I had a tedious process to go through,
and in the felucca, which was to carry us to Leghorn, we were favoured
with a storm and contrary winds, and everything that was abominable, till
my patience at the end of four days was exhausted, and landing at Lerici,
I came here by carriage, with an English gentleman. You have heard, I
suppose, of Shelley being drowned near Lerici. I am really grieved for
him. I believe he was a good man, and, certainly he was a good friend to
Keats, and to his memory. His body has been burnt, and I understand
his ashes are to be deposited near his child at Eome. A Captain Williams
was also drowned with him. Lord Byron is moving off to G-enoa, and so
is Hunt with his family. Hunt introduced me to his Lordship two or
three days ago, which is considered (not by me) as a prodigious favour. I
was prejudiced against him, but somehow he got the better of my prejudice,
and I hear he has taken a liking to me. I should like to keep house with
you at Florence for a twelvemonth ; my brat, in the hands of a servant,
will not annoy either of us. Now I wait for an answer, and then I shall
send your letters. Good-bye, my dear Severn, and believe me ever

" Yours sincerely,

" CHABLES BBOTO."
Klen in my
